
Efforts 


The tfiflerieofKwg Lear. 

why Glofler^lofler, id’e fpeake with the Duke of Cernewat, and 
his wile . 

Glofl. I my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would fpeak with fornevretl, the dearc father 
Would with his daughter fp cake, commands her fcruice, 

Fierie Duke, tell the hot Duke that Lcar t 
No but not yet may be he is not well, 

Infirmitie doth ftill neglect all office, where to our health 
Is boud,we are not our felues,when nature being opreft 
Comand the mind to fuffer with the bodie.ile forbeare, 

Andam fallen out with my more hedierwill, 

To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit.for the found man, 

Death on my ftate, wherfore fhould he fit here ? 

This aft perfwadesme, that this remotion oftheDuke 
Is prartife,only giue me my feruant forth, (&her 

Tell the Duke and’s wife, lie fpeake with them 
Now prefently, bid them come forth and heare me. 

Or at their chamber doorc ile beat the drum, 

Till it cry fleepeto death- 

Gloft. I would haue all well betwixt you, 

Lear. O my heart, my heart. 

Teste. Cry to it Nunckle,as the Cokney did to the eeles,vvhen 
fhe put vm it h p aft aliue, lire rapt vmath coxcombs with a flick, 
and cry ed downe wantons downe.twas her brother, that in pure 
Hndnes to his liorfe buttered his hay. 

Enter Du\e and, Regan. 

'tear. Good morrow to you both. 

Bake. HayletoyourGrace. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your liighnes* 

Lear. Re <7 an I ffiinke you arc, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinkefo, ifthou Ihouldft not be glad, 

I would diuorfe me from thy mothers tomb e 
Sepulchring an adultrcft'e, yea are you free ? 

Some other time for that. Beloued Rigan, 

Thy filler is nau ght, oh Regan fhe hath ty ed, 

Sharpe tooth’d vnkindnes , like a vulture heare, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee, t’nout not beleeue, 

Of how depriued a qualitie, O Regan. g 
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The Historic of King Lear. 

Reg. 1 pray fi r take patience, I haue hope 
You-lefie know how to value her defert. 

Then lhetoflackeherdutie. 

Lear. My curfles on her. 

Reg. O Sir you are old, (fine, 

Nature on you ftandes on the very verge of her con- 
Youlhould be rul’d and led by fome difcrction, 
Thatdifcernes yourftate betterthe you your felfc, 
Therfore I pray that to our fitter, you do make returne. 
Say you haue wrong’d her Sir? 

Lear. Askeherforgiuenes, 

Doe you markehow this becomes the houfe, 

Deare daughter, I confefl'e that I am old. 

Age is vnneceffarie,on my knees I beg, 

Thatyou’l vouchfafe me rayment, bed and food, 

Reg. Good fir no more, thefe are vnfightly tricks, 
Returne you to my fitter. 

Lear. No Regan, 

She hath abated me ofhalfe my traine, 

Looktblacke vpon me, ftrooke mee with her tongue 
Moft Serpentdike vpon the very heart, ( top. 

All the ftor’d vengeances of heauen fall on her ingratful 
Strike her yong bones, you taking ayrs with lamenes, 
Duke. Fie fie fir. 

You nimble lightnings dartyour blinding flames, 
Into her fcomfull ey es, infe rtrher beautie. 

You Fen fuckt fogs, drawne by the powrefuli Sunne, 

To fall and blaft her pride. 

Reg. O thebleft Gods,fo will you wilh onme. 

When the rafh mood— . 

Lear. No Regan, thou fhalt ncuer hauemycurfe. 

The teder hefted nature (hall not giue the or e (burnc 
To harfhnes,her eies are fierce, but thine do cofbrt & not 
Tis not in thee to grudgemy pleafurcs, to cut off my 
J o bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, (traine. 

•And in conclufion,to oppofe the bolt 

'rf 31n ^ n ^ r comin S ^ 10U better knoweft. 

The offices ofnature, bond ofchild-hood, 
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